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now, but the boom of the guns and the crack
of the bullets hitting the walls of the house
had left such an impression on me that I
fancied firing was still going on, and could
scarcely believe the others when they told
me nothing of the kind was taking place, for
the noise in my ears was dreadful.

The first hill was very steep, but only a
foretaste of what was to come later on. It
was covered with short straggling green
grass, interspersed with the rough stubble of
last year, which had originally been several
feet high, but had been burned, according to
the custom in those parts. Here and there
a long tough end that had escaped the fire
hit one in the face, covering one with smuts,
and leaving a black mark where it had
touched one, so that after a very short time
we all looked more or less like sweeps.

The hill we were climbing had a small
plateau about three-quarters of the way up,
and we steered for this, intending to have a
really long halt, and hoping to find water.